Oxford and its Story

spite of new buildings of disproportionate size, and the
ludicrous dome of the Shelley Memorial, "a thing
resembling a goose pye," as Swift wrote of Sir John
Vanbrugh's house in Whitehall; in spite of the dis-
quieting ornamentation of Brasenose new buildings and
the new schools; in spite even of the unspeakably
vulgar and pretentious facade of Lloyd's Bank, a gross,
advertising abomination of unexampled ugliness and
impertinence, which has done all that was possible to
ruin the first view of this street of streets. Let us
leave it behind us with a shudder and pass down the
High till we find on our left, at what was once the
end of " Schools Street," the lovely twisted columns
of the porch which forms the modern entrance to
S. Mary's Church.

What Carfax was to the municipal life of Oxford,
S. Mary's was to the University. It was the centre
of the academical and ecclesiastical life of the place.
And the bell which swung in S. Mary's tower
summoned the students of the University sometimes
to take part in learned disputations among themselves,
sometimes to fight the citizens of the town.

Here then, between the Churches of S. Martin
and S. Mary, the life of this medicsval University town
ebbed and flowed. In the narrow, ill-paved, dirty streets,
streets that were mere winding passages, from which
the light of day was almost excluded by the over-
hanging tops of the irregular houses, crowded a motley
throng. The country folks filled the centre of the
streets with their carts and strings of pack-horses; at
the sides, standing beneath the signs of their calling,
which projected from their houses, citizens in varied
garb plied their trades, chaffering with the manciples,
but always keeping their bow-strings taut, ready to
promote a riot by pelting a scholar with offal from the
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